HONGKONG—MACAO
The operating-theatre is very clean but there is no X-ray
apparatus, and all the water must be brought from a
neighbouring well.
May 10
Before nine o'clock this morning the Governor's car, a
splendid Nash saloon which was once the property of the
mayor of Hang-chow, came round to call for us at the
hotel. There were six of us in the party—T. Y. Liu, Major
Yang, the chauffeur, a freckled boy with projecting teeth,
and ourselves. The boy is a rather mysterious figure. We
tried to prevent his coming with us, for the car, when all
our luggage had been put into it, was already overcrowded;
but we were assured that his presence was absolutely
necessary. He had to carry a brandy bottle, he knew the
road (this was untrue) and he 'could find gasoline'. Auden
suggested that he must be a new type of dowser.
Chiang we were leaving behind. He would be of no use
to us, for Liu talks fluent EnglisK—and we haven't for-
gotten his obstructionism at Han Chwang. This arrange-
ment certainly suited Chiang. He will have a wonderful
time at Kin-hwa while we are away, running up bills at
the Governor's expense and enjoying our reflected glory.
The chauffeur reminds us of a character in a novel by
D. H. Lawrence—the groom in St. Mawr, or one of those
'dark', sinister Mexicans in The Plumed Serpent. Indeed,
with his square, heavy figure and brilliant, dangerous
smile, he looks more like a Mexican Indian than a Chinese,
When the car started his eyes glazed over in a mindless,
sub-human stare. His foot sank heavily on the accelera-
tor, and remained there, despite the twistings of the road,
until he had deposited us at the brink of a river, about
three miles beyond the city*
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